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big hotel or big building behind him. Something to do with
water, across water. He kept repeating these phrases with
variations. The stopper had belonged to a baronet (I forget
his name) who threw himself off a launch, in response to a
challenge from X., at 3 a.m. into the Thames, after a party up
river. He was drowned.
He succeeded, with my toothpick, in getting me to the
Potteries, and into the office of the Staffordshire Knot or
Sentinel, and described a man that might be either Goold or
the editor of the Sentinel, and said that known or unknown to
me, this man had greatly influenced me. He insisted on the
word' Zola'. ' Zola'. He said there was a message to tell me.
I hadn't done my best work. I am morally sure he hadn't
the least idea who I was. And even if he had, he didn't know
the toothpick belonged to me, even if he knew it was I who
had brought it, which he might conceivably have done as it
was the last thing he picked up off the tray. I made full notes.
Friday, February gth.
I wrote 1,200 words of London novel.
To-day George Moore and W. Sickert came to lunch. Sickert
had swum that morning and skated. He had his skates with
him—no overcoat. I said little. They talked, Moore was
the man of letters. He said, of a Landor dialogue between
Home Tooke and Johnson, that it would not interest ordinary
people, but that a man of letters might read it under his lamp
at night with great amusement.
Sickert said that he cooked his own food, and cooked it very
well. Formerly he used to read between spells of painting
during the day. Now he cooked. He would go over to the
stove and say " Qa mijotte ". They both used a lot of French
and spoke it very well. Moore recited a French ballad which
he had written about a maquereau, which I thought rather good.
Then he recited Villon. Moore evidently wants to get into the
theatre again. Unfortunately I had no encouragement for him.
He has an idea for dramatising " The Brook Kerith ". He is
naively and harmlessly vain, and very agreeable. I enjoyed
these men very much. 1,500 words.
London, Yacht Club, Saturday, February loth.
Continuing Moore and Sickert from yesterday.   Moore seemed
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